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Savage Grace 


Author's Notes: 
Based on an idea from Summerlovesqueen.. | hope you like it! 


Rockfield Studios, Wales, June I977 


Its been a long damn time. Too fucking long. And l'm watching him wiggling his ass, long wiry arms tensing as 
he strums his bass, and all | can think about is fucking him. Those arms flex and the skin on his collarbone 


tightens, and | want to dig my teeth in, bite down so hard he screams and | can taste his juices on my tongue. 
Fuck. 


All day long it's been building. A long, hot, exhausting first day of recording, me screwing up over and over, and 
every time | can catch his eye I'm shooting him looks that say "As soon as we're alone, I'm gonna fuck your 
ass off" He seems not to get it, though, the moron. No one else notices either, | don't think. If they do, I'm 


past caring. 


It's been months, goddamn it. Of course, we saw each other over the break. We hung out, us and the girls. We 
hung out, and he was so fucking close, and | could smell him, and sometimes our legs would touch under the 
table of some restaurant and it was all | could do not to take him then and there. | like to think that on those 
nights he took his wife home and fucked her until her teeth rattled, thinking of me the whole time. God knows 
that's what | did. (Well, | mean, | fucked my wife, and | thought of Ged, not me, but you get the picture) 


Now I'm waiting for all these other fucking people to just leave, already. They seem determined to hang around, 
and it's grating on my nerves. Terry cracks some stupid joke about how | must have left my happy pants back 
in Canada, but finally, finally they get up and leave. Geddy must have seen the glances | was throwing him, 
after all, because he hangs back, fiddling with his strings. 


As soon as the door's closed, | walk over to him and lift the Rickenbacker up and over his head. Even though 
I'm so turned-on that | feel like | could tear right through my Levi's, | still manage to carefully set it down. | 
might not be as smart as the Perfesser, but I'm not dumb enough to scratch Geddy's bass by throwing it on 
the floor. Then | grab him by the shoulders and cram my mouth on top of his. 


| know | should wait. Terry, Neil, and God knows who else could just waltz right back in the door to pick up who 
knows what. My brain is shouting "no, stop, not so fast" as | kiss him. Good thing | never listen to that piece of 


crap. 


| have him backed up to the wall of the studio now. We haven't stopped kissing yet, and he's just as ready as | 
am. He wears these tight fucking jeans, and when he gets horny, it doesn't leave much to the imagination. He's 
grinding his hips against mine and | feel the length of his dick and his heart pounding in his scrawny chest. He 

slithers, slides, and slinks against me, and fuck it. | don't care if Neil, Terry, Howard, Ray, and the Notre Dame 
Marching Band all come in to play Twister, this is happening. Now. 


| grab his hips and turn him to face the wall. | undo his jeans and shove them and his jockey shorts down 
around his knees. Then | reach down and do the same for myself, but not before digging in my pocket for a 
small tube. Back when we started fucking, we used anything slippery we could get our hands on -- Vaseline, 
butter, cooking oil, soap.. Most of them didn't work well, and Geddy later told me that it hurt like hell when 
they didn't work. Since then, | got smart, and now | always carry a tube of honest to God lube with me. He 
likes it better, | like it better, and | like not causing him horrible pain. 


Geddy is writhing now, his back swaying as he waits for me to fuck him. He reminds me of an alley cat, so | 
mount him like one. | slam into him, fast and brutal. He bucks his hips, and | pull the hair away from the back 
of his neck and bite it, hard. Through my teeth, | can feel the screams that he doesn't dare scream pulsing 
through his throat. 


Ooh, my God, my beautiful kinky horny baby. | could fuck him forever. We've been together for almost a 
decade now, and no matter what, no matter about wives, kids, fucking endless tours and recording sessions, no 
matter how many times Geddy tells me to do the solo again, no matter how many times | want to bop him on 
the end of his long pointy nose, the flame never dies out. | want to fuck him as badly Today as | did when | 
jizzed my shorts night after night dreaming about him as a teenager. 


| reach around his sharp pelvis and grab his cock. He's so bashful about it, but | don't understand why. Yeah, 
mine is bigger, but it's also kind of gross. It's a tool -- a club that does its job. His is.. Oh, God, how can | 
explain? It's beautiful. Its not short by any means. It's long, just like his fingers, like his neck and arms and legs. 
Maybe not all that big around, | don't know, but it's more than enough to hold on to. He's circumcised (of 
course), and | love to see his shaft bulging upward to that pretty, smooth head, and how it blushes rosy when 
he's hot. | start to stroke, and his body tenses. 


He feels amazing. | know I'm hitting that spot when | feel his muscles ripple and spasm in his torso. He's holding 
back. If we'd been alone, really alone, | know he'd be screaming as | plow him. | need to find somewhere, a cabin, 
maybe, or an island, where he can really let go. I'll probably leave that place as deaf as Beethoven, but them's 
the breaks. 


| don't know how much longer | can last, but it doesn't matter, as long as | last longer than he does. | grab his 
hips and start going harder. He gasps, and his mouth gapes open. | stick my fingers into his mouth, and he 
starts sucking fetchingly. Fucking him, thinking about him sucking me, is almost too much, and | slow for a 


moment. Geddy arches his back and shoves his ass back into me. 


"Aah! Alex! Fuck me, please." His voice is breathy and sexy. | can't fucking stand it. | cant hold back any more. | 
start pounding him, hard. 


I'd like to say that l'm totally focused on his needs at this point, but that would be a lie. Right now, I'm focused 
on getting my dick into him as often as | can, as deeply and quickly as possible. He's so fucking tight. He unfolds 
around me with each thrust, gripping me as tightly as if he were giving me a handjob. I'm close, but | can tell 
he's close, too. His cock is jumping and twitching in my hand like it's got a life of its own and he's slamming 
back into me so jarringly that he's bruising my pubic bone. As he starts to come, he bites down onto my 
fingers so hard that I'm sure I'd protest, but his ass muscles contract as he peaks, and grab my cock tight. | 
feel hot drops of love hit my fist, and | thrust twice before l'm gone.. 


Shit. l'd describe it to you, but who can describe heaven? My mind is spinning, and it's like a snake of fire rises 
up through my spine and hits my brain with light. His ass is gripping my cock so tight, so warm. I'm gasping 
and cursing and chokirg, falling onto his back. | spill and hold him. 


We tremble together for a moment, then he breathes in deep and pulls up his pants. He turns to me with a 


real, sun-bright smile (as opposed to his usual wiseass smirk). 
"| missed you, Lerxst:" 

| pull him to me in a bear hug, and press my forehead to his. 
| missed you, too, Dirk" 


| get myself back together, and we leave the studio. As we go into the rest of the facility, we run into Neil, 


reading by himself on a sofa. He looks up and raises his eyebrows. 
"Jesus Christ, what happened to you two?" 


Geddy looks down at himself, the rumpled, spotted clothes, then looks up, forming his features into his familiar 


exasperated expression. 


‘Oh, Pratt, you know how Lerxst is. He can't stop horsing around. He body-checked me, then threw a cup of 
water. He almost got it on my Ricky.” 


| grin. "Oh, is that what you're calling your penis now?" 


Geddy snorts, then punches me in the side. Neil rolls his eyes and goes back to his book. We walk forward into 
the rest of the house. Outside Geddy's bedroom, | grab his arm and come in close. 


"Hey, want some company later?" 


He grins a sly grin that sends a tingle down to my crotch. "Of course, Lover." He pecks me on the cheek and 


then disappears behind a heavy oaken door. 


This is shaping up to be the best album yet.. 


